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The Life and Death 

Hich, Oh Villaines.Vipers, damn’d without redemption; 
Dogs, eafilfwon tofawneonanyman. 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart. 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worfe then ImAm, 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre, 
Vpon their fpotted Conies for this Offence. 

Sere ope. Sweet love ( T fee ) changing his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft, and mo ft deadly hate: 

Againe uneurfe their foules: their peace is made’ 

\V ith Heads,and notwith hands : thofe whom yon curfe 
Have felt theworftof deaths dertroying hand, 

And lye-full low, grav'd in the hollow ground- 
Aun>. T s BuJhj ,G reene, and the Earle of W iltChire dead 
Scroop e. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads- . 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
let’s talke of Graves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write Ibrrow in thebofome ofthejEarth- 
let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are Bulltngbrookes g 
And nothing can we call our owne.but Death, 

And chat fmall model! of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as parte,? rd cover to our bones s 
For Heavens fake :et u-= tic upon the ground, 

And tell fad ftorses or the death of Kings. 

How fome have beene depos’d ,f©me llaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd. 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 
Allmurtherd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Xeepes Death his t ourr.and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing hivftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breatb, a little Scene, 
ToMonarchize.be fear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Jflfufing him with ftife and vaine conceit, . 

As 


of Richard the fecond. 

Ac if this Flefh , which walls about our Life, 

Were Bra fie impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, and with a little Pinne 
Boares through his CaftleV Vails, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mockenot flefhand, blood 
With lb lemne Reverence: throw away Refpeff, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but nrftooke me all this while 
Ilivc with bread like you , feele Want, 

TaiteGriefe, need Friend s : fubje£led thus. 

How can you fay to me,! am a King ? 

Carl. My Lora;wife men ne’re wailetheir prclent Woes, 
But prefently prevent thewayes to waile : 

To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreffeth flrength. 

Gives in your weakeneffe, flrength unto- your Foe ; 

Feare, ana be flaine , no worle can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death- 
Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Anm. My Fatner hath a Power, enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe- 
Rich. Thou chid’ft me welhproud Bullingbrook,e I come 
To change Bowes with thee, for our day of Dooms': 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An eafie taske it is to win our owne.' 

Say Scroope, where lies ourVncle with his-Power ? 
Speakefw ted y m3n,a!iboughthy lookes be fowre- 
Scroopt.Mm iudgeby the complexion of the skie 
The ftace and inclination of the day, 

So msy you by my dull and heavy Eye; 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay : 

I play the tortnrerby fmal! and fmall 
To lengthenout the worft,that rrmfl be lpoken, .. 

Your Vncle T, orkc is . oyn’d with BAlingbrook^, 

And all your North-, me Caflles yeilded up, 

And all your loucherne entiemen in Aimes 
Vpon his Faiftion. 

^kA.Thoq hafHay'denmmh. 


Bdltrew thee Cofin, which did ft lead me forth 
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